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During the first year of an exper- 
iment at the University of 
California to find and communi- 
cate with aliens, there were 30 
trillion radio signals recorded 
from space. Scientists believe 
only 169 deserve further investi- 
| | gation. 

In the 14th Century France spent 
a greater proportion of its wealth 
| }on building cathedrals than the 
| |United States spent on sending a 
man to the moon in the 1960s. 
Several national surveys have 
shown that more than half of all 
Americans believe UFOs are real 
objects that could conceivably 
come from other worlds. Some 


10 percent of all Americans say 
they have personally seen UFOs. 
Scientists have suggested that 
once every 10 million years or so 
ja truly colossal object from space 
cuts through the atmosphere and 
slams into Earth, sending up a 
global pall of dust that blots out 
| |the sun, alters the climate and 
changes the course of evolution 
| | by killing off many plant and ani- 
mal species. 

| |According to NASA, the recent 
Rolling Stones World Tour had 
enough light power to be seen 
1,500 miles from the Earth. 

The great wall of China is the 
only man-made object visible 
from the moon. 

An astronaut in space loses 10 
times more calcium in the bones 
than a woman going through 
ostenopervis. 

On a mission to Mars, astronauts 
will lose 50% of the calcium in 
their bones if they do wear space- 
suits. 

The astronauts’ spacesuits cost 
$10 million dollars each and must 
| |be able to withstand temperatures 
as low as 135 F 

Up to date 36 billion dollars have 
been spent on the defense depart- 
ment’s Star Wars project. Yet no 
actual missiles have been made 
but some of the Star Wars tech- 
nology has been put to good use. 
For instance, the “hot pockets” 
that the pizza delivery guy puts 
your pizza into to keep it hot is a 
direct result of Star Wars technol- 
ogy. 

In orbit the space shuttle travels 
six times faster than the outlet 
from a revolver. 

“O.K.” was the first word spoken 
by man on the moon. 

“Space has no top, no bottom, in 
fact it is bottomless both at the 
bottom and the top.” 

-Bill Nye 
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Hurricane is no 
fresh face in the hip 
hop scene. From his 
days on the streets 
of Queens in the 
‘70s through years of touring with Run DMC 
as a bodyguard to his impromptu promotion to 
the Beastie Boys’ DJ, Hurricane has been at it 
for well over a decade (“I been on the road for 
a looong time now.”) He’s had faith in the 
strength of the scene from the very beginning. 
“T always knew the hip hop would always be 
there. When it first started, people were saying 
it was just a fad, it wouldn’t stick around.” But 
he makes no claim that hip hop or himself are 
a sure thing today. “You can’t ever predict the 
future, so you pretty much have to take it one 
day at a time. You never know what you’re 
going to be doing ten years from now.” 
Most of the work he’s famous for is his DJing 
with the Beastie Boys, a skill he picked up 
back in the day. “I’ve always known how to 
DJ, for some reason it’s just something I knew 
how to do.” Other than his time with Davy D. 
back in the late “80s, he’s never committed his 
own rhymes to tape. As he explains, “This is 
the first time somebody’s made me an offer to 
do a solo record. It’s something I’ve always 
wanted to do, but I’d never had the offer.” The 
new album, The Hurra, has found a perfect 
home on Beastie Boy Mike Diamond’s Grand 
Royal records. “One thing about Grand Royal 
is that you make what you want to make. 
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Some record companies pretty much tie the 
artists to what they want them to make, unlike 
Grand Royal who pretty much just let you go 
do your thing.” 

The album, produced with Mario Caldato, Jr., 
producer of Check Your Head and Ill 
Communication, shares many sides of the sig- 
nature Beastie Boy sound, although 
Hurricane’s input is readily apparent. “In 
terms of production, I pretty much mastered 
the whole thing. We both had a lot of input on 
the tracks, and we both had to come to an agree- 
ment for each song, so we pretty much both 
worked out the whole album.” Most of the 
tracks settle into a mellow, low key groove that 
lack the aggression of recent Beastie Boys mate- 
rial, and he also gives props to his G-Funk inter- 
ests through big rolling bass riffs and the usual 
token guns ‘n pot references. Lyrically, 
Hurricane falls short in his search for the elusive 
sing-along catch phrase, which generates plenty 
of repetitive, cutsey songs. His style snatches 
pieces of Adrock’s wobbly whine, but with a 
lower, less shrill sound along the lines of 
Gangstarr’s Guru and New Kingdom’s Nosaj. 
Outside of throwing down the occasional rhyme 
during Beasties sets, his current Beasties tour 
with the Bad Brains and his solo show opening 
has been his first opportunity to test the waters. 
So far, people have had mostly good things to 
say. “The positive [feedback] has definitely 
overcome the negative, I’ve gotten a lot of praise 
on this record for its production. When I made 
this album, I definitely 
wanted to make a different 
hip hop album than the 
usual records that are out 
now, where you can play 
song after song, and they 
each sound like the last 
song that went off.” 

He admits to some reser- 
vations about taking the 
solo route. “The only 
thing I was ever scared of 
about making a _ solo 
album was there being 
thirteen songs on the 
record and just hearing my 
voice all the time. So’l 
figured I may as well just 
get some guys on the 
record and mix it up a lit- 
tle, help me out a little, 
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you know what I mean.” 
Guests like the Beastie Boys, M.C. Breed and 
Sen-Dog of Cypress Hill all sound quite at 
home on these high-energy tracks, and add an 
element of familiarity for hesitant first time lis- 
teners. “I ain’t really trying to go over the 
Beastie Boys, I just want people to listen to it 
and just like it, and ask for another one. Because 
I definitely want to do, I definitely want to keep 
it going.” 

A DJ at heart, Hurricane has a special place in 
his heart for the ailing creature known as vinyl. 
When asked about The Hurra’s release plans, he 
said, “Definitely. Definitely being released on 
vinyl through Grand Royal.” After a decade on 
the road behind the wheels of steel, Hurricane 
doesn’t quite get the somewhat misguided digi- 
tal revolution. “With DJ’s who use DAT 
machines, I don’t know what they’re doing. 
You can just push a button and let the show run 
on. I think if people don’t start speaking 

up for vinyl it’s definitely just 
going to disappear. I hear 
they're talking about 
having CDs you can 
scratch on - just make 
the fucking vinyl and f , 
stop trying to one-up fy 
this shit.” 

After a decade of 
helping the Beastie 
Boys become a 
mainstay of hip-hop, 
Hurricane has no 
time for people 
who challenge his position as a 

black man helping skinny white jewish kids take 
control of the hip hop scene. “The reception I get 
from a black point of view, people always ask me 
‘How long you been doing that? You like their 
music?’ Well, if I didn’t like their music I would- 
n’t do it, you know what I mean? I get all types 
of questions.” 

The Hurra may not be the groundbreaking 
release Hurricane is hoping for, but it is guar- 
anteed to please Beasties fans and is more than 
just a fast buck offshoot project. If anything, it 
demonstrates the heavy hand producer Mario 
C. uses to guide the Beastie Boys sound, and 
The Hurra benefits from his experience. As 
fun and light hearted as his solo debut may be, 
Hurricane can drop rhymes as well as he drops 
needles, and this disc should establish him as a 
reckonable force in the hip hop domain. 


WHY RAP 
SHOWS 
SUCK 


by Barry Tinker 


Has anyone ever seen a 
good hip hop show? | 
haven't, and no matter how 
much | like the recordings, | 
will almost never go to see 
the artist perform because it 
always sounds like shit. 
There are some good rea- 
sons why rap shows sound 
bad and not all are the per- 
formers fault. First of all there 
are very few clubs on this 
continent where the p.a. is 
set up and running properly. 
Venues like Metropolis sound 
great at rock shows but never 
do a hip hop show justice. 
One good reason is that 
there isn’t enough input into 
the mixer at the front of the 
house for the soundman to 
play with. Most rap set ups 
are like this: mics for per- 
formers, d.j.’s mixer outputs 
into a direct box (2 if in 
stereo), and a stereo mix off 
a dat tape. Back when hip 
hop began, the d.j. did all the 
music live, adjusting the vol- 
ume so you wouldn't hear 
him/her scratching from 
record to record and provid- 
ing a smooth beat that took 
up enough channels to work 
with. Now all the music is pre 
recorded on a dat tape. Two § 
rappers and a dj. only take 
up six channels on the mixer. 
In order for the sound engi- 
neer to place the rapper’s 
voice in the music he/she has 
to squash it hard with a com- 
pressor. In this circumstance 
the voice will be sapped of all 
its dynamics. If it isn’t com- 
pressed the voice takes up 
so much of the audio spec- 
trum out the p.a. it “steps on” 
the music, making the mid 
range difficult to hear, and 
thus sounding crappy. 

A way to get around this is 
giving the sound engineer 
more track of recorded info 
(say eight). He/she can have 
some control over the eq and 
volume of individual ele- 
ments, thus providing a bet- 
ter mix at the front of the 
house. But this would require 
the rapper hiring his/her own 
sound person or tech to run 
the digital eight track 
machine (the combined cost 
exceeding several thousand 
per week). 

Rock bands think nothing of 
spending money on gear to hit 
the road but rap music’s prior- 
ities are different. | welcome 
challenges to this line of think- 
ing. If you can think of a better 
explanation I'd like to hear it. 


Bernie Mireault is one of 
Montreal's most successful car- 
toonists. His most recent publica- 
tion is The Jam coming out with a 
new series on Caliber Press in 
September. 
n Tuesday, May 2nd, 
here was a massive 
comic book launch that 
featured the work of 
many of Montreal’s most distin- 
guished cartoonists. 
It was a unique event because rarely 
do so many creators release work 
simultaneously like this. The level 
of quality was serious. 
Books like Dirty Plotte No.9 by 
Julie Doucet. Baloney Comics by 
Siris. Pervert No.8 by Gavin 
McInnes. Corpse Cretins 2 by Rick 
Trembles and Eric Braun. Mac Tin 
Tac No.5 by Mare Tessier and 
Stephane Olivier. Vie Mystique by 
Richard Suicide. /06U No.3 by 
Eric Braun (featuring a_ steel 
cover!). La Maison Du Regard by 
Marc Tessier and Alexandre 
Lafleur. Veena No.3 by Eric 
Theriault. In the Heads by 
Stephane Blanquet and Come On 
Pitou by Jean-Claude Amyo. 
There will be new books by Guy 
Boitin, Jean Pierre Chansigaud, 
Rodz, Rose Beef, Joe Hale and (all 
the way from New Brunswick) 
Marc Bell. 
The comic art that comes out of 
Montreal has a particular twist to it. 
Any artist from around here has 
been exposed to and has had to 
consider at least four “schools” of 
comic art: American Underground; 
American Superhero (Romance, 
Horror, Sci-Fi, War, Western); 
European; Japanese 
Not a lot of places have access to all 
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Comic Art 


By Bernie Mireault 


this material. 

What? Don’t mumble. What?! You 
wouldn’t be caught dead with a 
comic book? Well I guess I can 
understand that. Most people think 
of superheros when you say “comic 
book,” and that particular part of 
the industry has soiled its pants in 
public many times, and still refuses 
to change. The big news for you, 
then, is that they are not ruling the 
scene like they once did. 

When I was a teenager I got into 
super hero comics. They were 
bright and bold (Jack Kirby! Steve 
Ditko!) but what attracted me the 
most was the idealism of it all. 
Justice triumphed. If I can’t have it 
in the real world then I'll take it 
through my literature, thank you 
very much. Then I became interest- 
ed in the business of making 
comics, so I looked behind the 
scenes. What I saw there made me 
lose respect for Superhero comic 


book “idealism” instantly. These 
companies made millions of dollars 
from stories about people who 
always did the right thing, some 
things these companies rarely did 
themselves. Artists were regularly 
robbed of their originals, lied to and 
cheated. These books were phony. 
It hasn’t taken long for an under- 
ground to spring up. People who 
love comic art, but not superheros, 
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began to make their own books 

Used to be that only a large compa- 
ny would have the resources to 
print a comic book. With steadily 
advancing technology putting more 
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and more power in the hands of the 
individual, and especially since the 
advent of the photocopier, we have 
a situation where it is just as easy 
for a person to produce a small 
book as a company. All of a sud- 
den, you have real art happening 
because the artist no longer has to 
worry about who will publish the 
work. It’s in their power now, and 
they answer to no one. They do 
what they want and they love what 
they do and the work just glows. 
So, we begin to hear the high, clear, 
undiluted voices of some amazing 
storytellers and we have only 
begun to grasp the vast potential of 
this viciously underrated art-form. 
COMIC ART IS AN IMPORTANT 
NEW MEDIUM AND MONTRE- 
AL IS A MAJOR CENTER OF 
COMIC BOOK ACTIVITY! You 
should be proud. 

People might not be too hip to it 
now, but the art coming out of 
Montreal is its most potent cultural 
export and its already put this city 
on the map for thousands of people 
all over the world. 
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HATE’s Peter Bagge looks at 


LOCAL 


COMICS 


One of the reasons I was eager to do 
this was that I recently came across two 


huge variety of Montreal artwork and there's some really impres- 
sive stuff in there. I recognize some of the artists in these books 
from about eleven, twelve years ago and, judging from the mate- 
rial I was sent from the May 2nd launch, a lot of these cartoonists 
are still at it. Here are some that stick out in my mind. 

I always liked Rick Trembles work. He once submitted an auto- 
bio story called "Funhole" to me hoping I could get it in Weirdo 
(I used to be the editor) but Weirdo had ended by the time I got it 
so I tried to get Fantagraphics to include the comic in one of their 
anthologies. The story was about how he likes to fuck himself up 
the ass with a broom handle and I thought it was a masterpiece 
but, and there's no other way to say it, Fantagraphics simply 
chickened out. 

Henriette Valium seems to have developed a following after all 
these years of suffering. I didn't know he was big in France until 
recently but it's about time he got some recognition over here. I'm 
a long time fan of his and, of course Julie Doucet. 

Alex Lafleur does some stuff that’s really sharp even though the 
story in La Maison Du Regard isn't really to my taste. He reminds 
me of that artist who signs her work triangle slash but Lafleur is 
a much stronger artist. 

Gavin McInnes’ work looks good. It's definetely getting more 
cartoony which I think lends itself better to the subject matter. 
Holly Stamer is a really promising artist and, judging by the 
copyright dates in OUCH I can see she's improving quickly. She 
reminds me of San Fransisco's Ariel Bordeaux (Deep Girl) 
though it's obvious Holly is a more established artist. 

Chantale Doyle has a pleasing drawing style but her work is too 
moody and humourless to my tastes. 

Marc Bell has a much more casual, scritchy-scratchy line that's 
indicative of the new Montreal cartoonists. His story about the 
guy who finds a sex machine was hilarious. 


One thing I have to say about Montreal comic artists is that 
they’re not so strong on conventional story telling. The story 
seems to be an excuse to have a bunch of crazy illustrations of 
ugly, disturbing sado-masochistic people sexually penetrating 
each other with lots of phallic symbols and bodily fluids in the 
background. I have to admit however, the level of talent coming 
from that city is abnormally high. 
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Stornaway Gallery, April rar 15 


Derivative’s second anniversary was cele- 
Be with much style and substance. For 
those of you unfamiliar with Derivative 
records, they are a Montreal-based label who adhere 
strictly to the 7”; a bright spot in the galaxy of bull- 
shit known as the rock world. 
Some Thingamagig highlights are in order. 
Awooga started off the first night. They're best 
described as Ween having sex with whoever wrote 
the “Love Boat” theme 
song, after overdosing 
on poutine. YOW. 
Broken Girl and 


I missed Needle and Beanhead. Beanhead apparent- 
ly played a wicked set. OOPS. The Stand GT were 
very impressive, subdued acoustic versions of their 
usually supercharged Ontario pumpkin-patch poppy- 
punk carried through suprisingly well. 

Howard North started the second night’s line-up 
with their brand of splashy, low-end math-rock. Next 
in line were Lincoln, hailing from New Hampshire. 
Despite the fact that the band obviously hasn’t been 
together very long, Lincoln 
managed to plow through in 
a very countrified twangy 
sort of way. The lap steel 
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was righteous. Following 
Spool (yuck) were locals 
PEST 5000, and they 
rocked. This band totally 


Moon Socket are Julie 
and Chris from Eric’s 
Trip respectively. Both 
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Maritime brand of 
sappy, neurotic solo 
loneliness. Stick to 
your band, folks. 
Ottawa’s Spiny 
Anteaters jingle-jangled their way through an 
alright set of pop, but my interest waned quickly. 
Finally, Massachusetts’ Dirt Merchants came on 
and bomped their way through a twangy, energetic, 
volume driven bunch-o-tunes that had audience 


Awooga (who, incidentally blew everyone's minds) 


members grinning from ear to ear. 
The acoustic matinée the following afternoon had 


supercharged _ themselves 
and the crowd, with manic, 
noisy pop. Look for Jon 
Bondhead when he brings 
his keyboard on tour with 
Gary Numan. The last band of the whole sh-bang 
were N.Y.C.’s Ruby Falls who played a licentious 
kind of wavy rock’n’slouch. An absence of vocals in 
the PA didn’t help. Look for their LP this summer. 
Patti, Kevin, Gen, and of course Pat Hamou must be 
thanked for puttin’ this gig on. 

-Rufus Raxlonovitch 
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Needle (Ian of Spool), Beanhead (Jon of PEST 
5000), Nerdy Girl, and the Stand GT. Arriving late, 


Shades of Culture, Mathematik, 
Brew, Dubmatique 
; Purple Haze, April 14 

Like many hip-hop shows, this one began about lyrical content seemed shallow compared to 
an hour late. Mathematik got the show underway Mathematik’s and their freestyle left something to be 
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SUNDAY MAY 28 - 7:30PM - SPECTRUM ..Malcom X” allowed the small crowd to ponder French, they finally proved that, in hip hop, skills 
over. And what about the crowd? Many of the hip — can be flexed in any language. 
hop heads spotted at other rap shows in the city were A couple of minutes later, Shades took the stage. 
Pus specia. quest * RICKY nowhere to be seen in the mostly white crowd. It left At this point the crowd swelled to it’s maximum as 
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with his poetic freestyle flow. Rapping in French, he desired. 
infused his lyrics with political propoganda without Next up was Dubmatique, a duo who had no 


sounding out of place. “Mon Generation X problem getting the crowd jumpin’. Also rapping in 


everyone rushed to check the headliners. With the 
help of a bass guitarist, they began freestyling by 
chatting over various bass-lines from classic funk 
songs. Darker Shade impressed with his casual com- 
mand of the mic, while DJ Storm cooked up mad 
flavour, never leaving us questioning his skills. The 
crowd loved it no doubt, and responded by jumpin’ 
and pumpin’ during every set, espescially during the 
more punkish songs. Eventually, Dubmatique came 
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back on the stage and joined the Shades for a set, 


nearly bringing the house down. 
All in all, a decent show ...and you can’t go 
wrong for five bucks. More shows like this are need- 


me wondering whether there was some kind of ani- 
mosity against some of the groups performing with- 
in the Mount Real hip hop community. 


WON. JUNE 3 a SPM a SPECTRU Strange Brew came on next. It was their first ed, but hip hoppers in the city have to stop dividing 


her 5 TTT adh. time performing together, and it showed. themselves on racial terms, and just appreciate the 
1738 TBEAUDRY Nevertheless the crowd was appreciative. art-form for what it is. -Verse 
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Metropolis, May 11] 


It had to happen. After a string of slammin’ hip him and the funk was flowing. But the vibe dissi- 
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hop shows, this city was getting spoiled. 
Expectations were high for Craig Mack in light of 
Notorious B.I.G.’s no-show a few weeks earlier, 
but it looks like Montreal fans remembered their 
old P.E. and just weren’t believing the hype.The 
few hundred people in attendance made the already 
huge Metropolis seem cavernous. What was up? 
Why had Montreal not represented? And why was- 
n’t this show at a smaller club like World?The 
numerous opening bands did their best to warm 
things up. Mizery was once again the man to 
watch, mixing politics with smooth lyrical flow and 
strong delivery. DJ Mike Mission soothed the gru- 
elling wait with his 45-minute set, but the mood 
was apprehensive.Things looked promising as 
Mack finally bounded onstage; the crowd was with 


pated quickly as the reality of the surroundings set 
in—a crowd of 400 in a 2500-capacity room is far 
from ideal.Whereas party-rocking veteran KRS- 
One blew up the spot in the same situation last 
summer, Mack just couldn’t get over the hump. For 
all his antics and appeals, the crowd wasn’t giving 
in. The humour and confident spontaneity of the 
album were mostly absent, and while the effort was 
there, the set came off uneventfully. Even “Flava’ 
In Your Ear”, the predictable closing number, 
though it got things hopping, wasn’t enough to sal- 
vage a disappointing night. Pleading attempts by 
the MC to generate not one but two encores were 
plain embarrassing and added a sour after-taste to 
the flava’. 

-T’Cha Dunlevy 


BLOOD SAUSAGE Hungry Dogs Follow Me (En Guard) 

Who said there are no good hardcore bands left in Montreal? Oh yeah, it was 
me. Well thankfully, this is no longer the case. After slugging it out for the past 
couple of years, paying the bills moonlighting as a Slayer cover band, Blood 
Sausage have finally tirned out a debut CD. There is no need for flowery 
metaphors to describe what Blood Sausage do. It’s hardcore punk in the truest 
sense of the once proud MTL HC scene. Ever heard of genetic Control, Fair 
Warning, or S.C.U.M.? Of course you haven't. Well now here’s your chance to 
get an idea of what you missed. I mean come on, how can you not love a band 


that rhymes “poem” with “scrotum.”-Coinner 
SEAM Are You Driving Me Crazy? (Touch and Go) 
Horrible. Boring, boring, boring, horrible. Dull. Pointless. I don’t care if the guy is from the legendary Bitch 
Magnets, this is sleep rock - without the charm or personality that makes, say, Spiritualized’s sleep rock so 
good. If I want to be bored to death I'd watch golf on TV, OK? And what’s the deal with this “Ear of the 
Dragon” Amer-Asian tour (with Versus, Venus Cures All and a Miniature)? Smells like teen marketing strat- 
egy to me, folks. AND IT STINKS! If you can’t draw a crowd on your musical merits, stay the fuck home. 


-dickbird 


REVIEW 


THE SNITCHES 

A Day at the A 

(Chooch / Cargo) 

This Montreal group’s debut CD 
has done an excellent job of cap- 
turing their delicate, non-threaten- 
ing pop handiwork. The Snitches 
are an unpologetic Pop band with 
a capital P, and this album is suit- 
ably hooky and catchy to near- 
epic proportions. Bandleader 
Mike Webber’s mile-a-minute 
vocals sound consistantly on the 
verge of collapse, and the band’s 
smooth groove and transitions 
keep the energy level high. Each 
track has its own distinct flavour - 
“Freud is Back” has a definite 
Canadiana, son-of-Cowboy-Junkies 
sound. “Wire” juggles a middle- 
eastern feel and a taste of disso- 
nant noise rock, “Wait It Out” 
swings to an almost honky-tonk 
beat, and “Stormin’ Norman” is 
perhaps the albums’ most trite, 
Mix96 ready _ finger-snapper. 


Overall, the Snitches have done a 
fine job of creating a smooth, well 
separated mix and saving their 
lively, feel-good sound for poster- 
ity. 

-Harris Newman 


* 4 “ 
RAILROAD JERK One Track 
Mind (Matador) 

Placing Railroad Jerk under that 
ever growing Blues Explosion 
rubric is a smooth act of marketing 
savvy, but Marcellus Hall and the 
boys have their own taste for New 


KING TEE King Tee IV Life (MCA) 
Fortunately, King T has stopped hanging out with people like Ice T 
(who gave him his break about six years ago) and hooked up with more 
reputable rappers like the Alkaholiks giving him an “alcoholick funk” 
all his own. King Tee’s fourth 
album, King Tee IV Life, has ten pro- 
ducers on it, (including such greats 
as Eric Sermon and Easy Mo Bee) 
which gives it a chillin’ and unique, 
compilation kind of sound. From the 
low-riding “Dippin” featuring the 
smooth, soul harmonies of Sweet 
Sable, to the freaked out “Super 
Nigger,” King Tee is “powerful as 
bombs” with the power to “fly back 
20 years ago and fuck your Moms”. 
-Gavin McInnes 


SMOG Wild Love (Drag City) 

Bill “smog” Callahan is back with his fifth release, the fourth of which 
to come out on the Chicago based Drag City label. Callahan has live 
musicians helping out including his girlfriend Cynthia Dall and Gaster 
del Sol/Red Krayola’s Jim O’Rourke. An excellent recording, Wild 
Love is right up there with Sebadoh and Nick Cave as far as depressing 
goes. The record is extremely dark and twisted and can be far more 
powerful than getting wasted if taken at the right time. The opening 
track “Bathysphere” is as powerful a single as they come. A very strong 
album, and if you’re not careful it could easily get the best of you. 
-Gary Worsley 


JAYHAWKS Tomorrow the Green Grass (American) 

The Jayhawks may have produced the top product of the first quarter of 
1995. For a rocket like me, their change of drummers has been a god- 
send: A full half of these etched-in-crystal tunes kick like a scared folkie 
being dry-shaved. The rest just seem to sit better alongside their jumpi- 
er kin on the mantle. The clear, compact production makes the airborn 
harmonies stand out even more, and the growth seems to have drawn 
out Gary Louris’s guitar to a point where it resembles a countrified J. 
Mascis. I may be biased in favour of the rockers, particularly “Miss 
Williams’ Guitar,” but this is damn good stuff. At the risk of sounding 
trite, dare I say “best yet?”-Mark Lazar 

ELASTICA Stutter EP (DGC) 

In “Stutter,’ Anglo quartet elastica have created 2:20 of tinny, 
Buzzcocks style pure micro-punk that demands at least five listenings 
in a row. It’s like finding exactly what you want at a used clothing store: 
the right size, colour, condition, and material. It’s so tasty you have to 
remind yourself not to wear it too much lest you wear it out. If this were 
a vinyl 45, I would definitely play the needle straight through the 
grooves to the other side. But it’s a CD, so I can play it as many times 
as I want. This piece cuts Green Day in a blink. Pete Shelley would trea- 
sure a rush as fierce and a hook as tuneful and brutal. 

It’s 24 hours later, and I’m worried that I played “Stutter” too many 
times (about 26) and will get sick of it. Not yet, I guess. 

-Mark Lazar 


York style blues trash. A chunky | 


Stooges-Cash-Spencer crossbreed } 


spared the genius, Railroad Jerk’s 
refreshingly simple and unpreten- 


tious pseudo-Southern rockabilly. 


sound grooves so instinctively it’s 
almost instantly familiar. With AM 
radio choruses you could swear 
they cheezed, you'll think you’ve 
heard it before, now you'll hear it 
again. 

ARCOM 2023 


2 KOOL Love 2 Love (Audiorec) 


_ It can be coined an art if a DJ is able to turn a love song into a dance 


song. Although rare, it is known to happen. The album Love 2 Love 


| does just that, consisting of four classic hindi love songs transformed | 


o with beats you’ve never even heard of, it is sure to put you in the” 

? mood. What kind of mood? Well, when you have love and dance on 

| the same album, the answer is obvious. Talent is difficult to show, | 
but 2 Kool have proven otherwise. Love 2 Love promises to give the | 
leaders of the remix business a run for their money. ’ 
Mandip Panesar 


COMICS 


THE BIOLOGIC SHOW 
Al Columbia (Fantagraphics) 
Imagine being an §8-year-old 


Japanese boy on acid and playing 
stickball with your sister in hell. 
The Biological Show perfectly 
depicts your worst nightmares and 
it looks like it was inked by Jesus 


Christ. Al Columbia recently 

dropped out of mainstream comics 

(despite attempts to kidnap him, no 

joke) and has shaken alternative 

comics to its very foundations. His 

outrageous technical skill and completely twisted mind have made 
one of the most outlandish and captivating books since Jim and 
Acme Novelty Library.-Gavin McInnes 


APACHE INDIAN Make Way for the Indian (Island, Polygram) 

Oh well, there goes the Phd! Being a young East Indian man in 
England, one of the last things you’re expected to do is grab a micro- 
phone and chat...Apache’s parents are probably still shocked. 

Back with his third album, he’s finally moved away from singing 
about traditional Indian problems such as drinking, aranged mar- 
riages, the caste system, etc. Maintaining the consciousness, the lyrics 
now identify on a global level. 

“Boba” is done using traditional instruments and is a must for any 
Bhangra maniac. “Who Say?” is a phat jungle track. Last year’s dance 
hit “Boomshackalak” is also here. Guests include Tim Dog, Yami 
Bolo, and Frankie Paul. 

Apache’s voice and ragga-style have definitely improved and he’s still 
able to throw in the occasional Punjabi lick without sounding off- 
point. -Verse (Pum Singh) 


HELIOS CREED Planet X (Amphetamine Reptile) 

My tape deck, after seven plus years of loyal service, conked out the third 
time I listened to this tape. And it’s not fair, because Creed’s guitar is so 
utterly obliterated by his line of effects boxes that I couldn’t tell my 
machine was dying until it was too late. Cost me 75 bucks. 

-Mark Lazar 

SONIC YOUTH-Confusion Is Sex/Kill Yr Idols (reissue) (DGC/MCA) 
As one of the milestones in Sonic Youth’s early discography, Confusion 
Is Sex can still provoke outbursts of excitement and fear. Dating back 
to 1983, from the era of sec- 
ond SY drummer Bob Bert, 
these were the songs that 
were uniting worshippers 
from the then-way-down- 
town of noiserock, scum- 
rock, and industrial/experi- 
mental scenes. This was the 
age of “Making the Nature 
Scene,” “Shaking Hell,” 
“Kill Yr Idols,” and 
“Freezer Burn/I Wanna Be 
Your Dog,” when Sonic 
Youth were blazing the trail of real underground rock, when Thurston 
could still get his hands on cheap mindbending acid, and when the fol- 
lowers truly believed that they were witnessing something completely 
new. File under necessary.-Twister 

MOBB DEEP The Infamous (Loud/RCA/BMG) 

Can you say album of the summer? Mobb Deep come strong on the 
East Coast tip with what looks like the ///matic of *95. Tight produc- 
tion, crisp beats and superior rapping are the order here, as 20 year- 
old Queensbridge natives Prodigy and Havoc drop the daily reality of 
ghetto life as two men who are living it. Moods range from the dark 
brooding of “Survival of the Fittest,” the first single, and “Cradle to 
the Grave” to the bittersweet humour of “Drink Away the Pain,” a 
tribute to the hard stuff featuring the ubiquitous Q-tip. Appearances by 
Tip, Nas and Raekwon the Chef and Ghostface Killer from Wu-Tang 
Clan lend clout and variety to the album. Three Abstract-produced 
tracks breathe Tribe-flavour, fitting in seamlessly with Mobb Deep’s 
own smooth Production skills. A must-have.-T’Cha Dunlevy 
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have assault records in three states. My hatred is diamond-hard. It can stop bul- 
lets and cause earthquakes. Hatred is the air I breathe. It permeates every cell in my body. 
You can't wear it out. It'll never die. It watches you while you sleep. It confronts you 
around every corner. It chases you down like a running dog. My hatred is a thousand 
times more powerful than all your good intentions...I’m not puking out hate because I 
want to change things. I’m not trying to get you to think like me. I don’t want to galvanize 
you and your friends into some collective blob. Get the point? I HATE you! You're 
unworthy of redemption. I’m light-years ahead of you, and by the time you realize it, I'll 
be further on. I’m a snob, but I don't base it on what you're wearing, where you come 


from, or what kind of car you drive—I flare my nostrils with imperious disdain at the vast 


darkness between your ears. On your knees, slave, and LICK MY ASS!” 
-Jim Goad, Editor and Publisher of ANSWER Me!, (no. 2, 1992). 


There is a new kingdom of hate literature zines that study the sordid periphery of our 
civilization. Entertaining, zany, and often offensive, they launch humourous and explicit- 
ly revealing investigations into death, comic art, film, rap stars, serial killers and rapists. 
ANSWER Me!, FUCK, PRETENTIOUS SHIT, WAKE, MURDER CAN BE FUN, 
HATETHYNEIGHBOR and SEWER CUNT are all part of this school of publishing. 

These magazines, independent and unequivocally punk rock, defy the pussy-footin’ 
industry that is mainstream publishing. They are the antithesis to the socially appetizing 
and nauseatingly well-adjusted magazines such as Details. 

Cunning and angst-ridden, the individuals responsible for these zines are the losers and 
abusees of our society getting drunk alone at home. They’re questioned, despised and 
written off as freaks by the mainstream press. 

These angry individuals are writers, editors and publishers. They’re troopers, on a mis- 
sion, with an agenda. They believe with hardened conviction that their views must be dis- 
seminated in print and will do so by any means necessary. 

They are personalist journalists, which means they execute a strong loyalty to them- 
selves—not to publishers, not to the government, not to the public, 
and not to advertisers. They strike allegiances only with select mar- 
ginalized individuals and their like-minded comrades, rotting in 
society’s carcass. 

Jim and Debbie Goad are responsible for ANSWER Me’, “the TV 
Guide of social dissolution.” They exploded onto the scene in 1991 
with one of the best autonomous publications to enter the market in 
years. 

Intelligently written and sinfully alluring, ANSWER Me! is 
described in Factsheet 5 (the 
“definitive guide” to zines) as 
“Equal opportunity hate from jour- 
nalists who think objectivity is a 
weak scam. ANSWER Me! explores 
the darkest side of humanity: the 
killers, the perverts, the freaks, the 
religious wackos, the gangs, the 
nazis and the overtly schizo- 
phrenic..ANSWER Me! is the 
greatest zine on the planet.” 

Essentially, ANSWER Me! is 

rebellion, a reaction to the complacency and prudishness of our soci- 
ety and the individuals within. Jim Goad calls it journalism that 
“operates from a deep-rooted mistrust of human nature...’ misanthro- 
pology.”” 

In the inaugural issue’s statement of intent, Goad writes, “I’m a 
dangerous motherfucker — white trash with a brain. I’m the son of 
an Irish-Catholic plumber, not your standard journalistic demo- 
graphic. If I couldn’t write, I’d probably kill—myself or (preferably) 
someone else.” 

Goad previously wrote for Playboy, Details, and L.A. music jour- 
nals but was criticized for not being objective enough. Realizing he 
had an inherent authority problem, Goad went out on his own and 


“| write these articles as acts of desperation. | usually 
write when I’m shaking with anger. | choose every word 
as if it’s my last. Thus, writing is hell for me. I'd rather 
jerk off with a handful of glass.” -Jim Goad 


Photo TED SOQUI 


Jim and Debbie Goad, the editors of Answer Me! 


conceived ANSWER Me!. 

In the slick anthology containing issues 1-3 (320 pages of hate, no ads), Goad’s brilliant 
editorial describes the “dull” past which fuels his angry work today. 

“It’s 1994. These are words and pictures. Grow the fuck up. The only thing disturbing 
to me is stupidity. The only thing I find shocking is willful ignorance. Personally, I'd cen- 
sor anything 
which is dull, 
which takes care 
of almost every- 
thing, doesn’t it? 
But we live in a 
world where dull- 


ness rules. 
“And for the 
longest time, I 


tried playing this 
dull world’s dull game. Went to a dull journalism school and graduated at the top of my 
dull class. Wrote for a string of dull magazines presided over by dull editors. Got fired 
from a few of them for not being dull enough.” 

Several pieces that Goad wrote were rejected by the publications that assigned them, or 
edited into something altogether different. Much of this work, in its original form, ended 
up in the first issue of ANSWER Me!. 

The premiere issue includes interviews with legendary pimp and writer extraordinaire 
Iceberg Slim (r.i.p.), Public Enemy, Chicano rapper Kid Frost, L.S.D. freak Timothy 
Leary, breast-guy and filmmaker Russ Meyer, ex-Warhol star Holly Woodlawn, and pro- 
vides an in-depth look at ruthless Vietnamese gangs in America. 

Their mission is a success—pages upon pages upon pages of hate. The stories vary from 
Debbie’s “Why I Hate Being a Jew,” to Jim’s “The Homeless Can Eat Shit.” In issue no.4, 


the rape issue, the Goads 
attempt to get inside the mind of 
a rapist. It’s not glorification of 
Boyd Rice's Wake rape, but very simply a study of 
rape. It’s graphic, hard to stomach, and powerful. 

Similar to mini-comics, fanzines, and other fringe liter- 
ature, ANSWER Me! has remained independent. But 
unlike many minis and fanzines, ANSWER Me!’s produc- 
tion and quality of writing are so high that the Goads 
tower above the others and can easily take on the best of 
the mainstream press. 

FUCK, put together by Randall Phillip, is another zine 
listed in the fringe section of Factsheet 5. 

Phillip is a firm believer in subjectivity, stating very sim- 


ply that objectivity is insincerity, and that “ignorance, 
opinion, and vested interests are called/disguised as 
objective reporting, and objective fact.” He is one of the 
few outside writers to be published in ANSWER Me!’s 
rape issue(#4). 

Plainly, pro-death Randall Phillip is scary. The piece he 
wrote for the Goads entitled “The Promotion of VICE, 
the Justification for OPPRESSION, and the 
Encouragement of Rape” was so skewed it was hard to 
take seriously. 

Phillip is a seemingly sincere misogynist, racist, wanna- 
be rapist and murderer, writing in absolute terms, that 
“Rape is an affirmation of uninhibited self-respect.” 

With an intent to professionalize serial killing, Phillip is 
anti-music, anti-sports, anti-anti-abortionists, and gener- 
ally anti-people period. He writes some interesting things 
concerning visible minorities: “There is nothing to be 
gained by keeping nonwhite races of alien garbage 
around, It serves no purpose to be charitable to scum of 
another race! Purity of the white race is a noble aspira- 
tion. Everyone knows white makes right...” 

FUCK encourages as much killing as possible. Phillip 
will give one dollar to any anonymous members of the 
Christ-Killers’ Death Legion (a secret army of serial 
killers and mass murderers whose mandate is to put the 
theory of de-population into action) to murder “human 
cattle.” In FUCK’s sixth issue, he claims that two anony- 
mous members in two different states actually performed 
this deed. But after his ninth issue, disappointed that no 
further de-population was enacted by his readership, he 
cancelled all subscriptions. 

Despite the swastikas, skulls, references to niggers and 
kikes, assbackwards views and seething hatred (and if you 
can get over the explicit photos of deformed, dismem- 
bered, and raped individuals), FUCK has its moments of 
twisted hilarity and shouldn’t be taken too seriously. 
WHY? If for no other reason, than Randall Phillip’s 
Jewish-born military brat background!??!.(The Village 
Voice March 22, 1994) 

Personally, I believe FUCK to be the work of a morally 
bankrupt, bored, and lonely individual looking to amuse 
others for some kind of sick personal recognition. 
(Editor’s note: I thought about setting up an interview 
with Randall, but decided he wasn't worth the phone 
charges.) 

Sewer Cunt, the self- 
proclaimed magazine 
for aggressive sur- 
vivalism, is a relative 
newcomer on_ the 
scene. Hailing from 
Denmark in 1994, this 
zine has slick 
ANSWER Me!-esque 
production. Their 
enjoyable mission 
statement reads: 
“Niggas. Everywhere I 
fuckin’ turn, goddamn 


T* 


Four issues of FUCK 


NIGGAS! And I ain’t talkin’ about no specific colour 
Nigga either, no, just plain motherfucking lard-ass NIG- 
GAS, white, black, yella, I don’t give a fuck. You're a 
nigga, your parents were Niggas and your kids are 
Niggas. White Niggas, the WORST KIND. Animated 
turds walking down the street, blocking my way. Nigga 
here, Nigga there, Niggas fuckin’ everywhere. They call 
it a over-population, I call it a gut blow-out. 

“Sewer Cunt Magazine is here to make all those Niggas’ 
lives HELL. Like they’ ve made my life hell. What comes 
around goes around. I’m gonna make all you suckers pay. 
Now, where’s my fuckin’ gun?” 

Sewer’s “cuntents” include more serial killers, a top-ten 
porno film list, lots of comic art, (featuring banned 

Floridian Mike Diana, of Boiled Angel and 

Comics Journal fame), aesthetic nihilism in 

film, plus a full index of celebrities involved 

in the zine world. The index includes the 
cell-block addresses of Charles Manson, and 
serial murderers Henry Lee Lucas and Ottis 

Elwood Toole. Toole sells the recipes of the 

barbecue sauce he used when he cannibal- 

ized young boys. Indeed, this is appetizing 
literature. 

Montreal comic artists Simon Bossé (Publisher of comic 
anthology Kekrapules) and Alex LaFleur contributed to 
Sewer Cunt as well. Bossé says these fringe publications 
are “pretty good actually.” And in comparing FUCK to 
ANSWER Me! says “FUCK is definitely the harsher of 
the two.” Concerning the readership, he says people 
search for sensationalism and like to be “aggressed.” 
Bossé says the “how much can you take” attitude often 
underlies the mandates of these publishers. 

Ultimately, Sewer Cunt is an amalgamation of all of the 
obscurities, novelties, sicknesses, and underworld fiends 
worth paying attention to in today’s depraved society. 

There are two classes of hate literature: The zany kind, 
and the tiresome old-school kind (mysoginistic, racist, 
homophobic, etc.). While I cannot agree with holocaust 
deny-ers like Torontonian Ernst Zundel(old-school), I do 
believe in freedom of the press, and hence their rights to 
write. 

Conversely, zionist students recently pinned Montrealer 
and Ph.D. candidate 
Abraham Weizfeld as a 
hate propagandist for 
freely distributing his 
progressive _ writings 
concerning the Mid- 


East in The End of 
Zionism and the 
Liberation of the Jewish 
People anthology. 


Weizfeld is charging 
Concordia with denial 
of academic freedoms. 
If muzzles are strapped 
onto our mouths and 
pens, liberty will be lost. 


up 
Sell Out! 


San Fransisco’s Factsheet 5 


So, this is how it is. Mainstream North America is pro- 
ducing weak, socially-adjusted publications that cater not 
unto themselves, but to those irrelevant others outside the 
immediate editorial staff of the magazine (whiny, annoy- 
ing, and flaky PC student types, advertisers, government, 
publishers, etc.). When a publication becomes subject to 
outside influence, the editors, news directors, and writers 
become flaccid secretaries for the public. These limp- 


Here’s a brief listing of the publications relevant 
to this piece. 

Send age statements, write your name on some 
paper and sign it. 


Oregon 97231, U.S.A. Phone:(503)283-8829, 


“internerds” e-mail at:Goad2Hell @aol.com 
DROOL-O: Soon to be released by the Sewer 
Cunt folks (see below), featuring: GG Allin, ser- 
ial killer eating disorders, phone pranks, Dahmer 
books, L'il Hitler,etc. 


ANSWER @ 


WMeC e 


The Answer Me! Anthology (first four issues) 
wristed “journalists” provide the readers and advertisers 
with what satisfies the lowest common denominator. 
They reinforce prejudices and perpetuate myths to 
enhance their social positions within the context of being 
a writer. 

Unfortunately, these functionalist types are the majority, 
their numbers are increasing, their mandate is to be 
homogeneous, and they are winning the war. While Voice 
of Montreal’s mandate is to search for authenticity and 
expose the truth, ANSWER Me!’s mandate is to “inspire 
hatred both in those who love it and those who hate it.” 
And although these two publications are at different ends 
of the spectrum, we share one thing in common—an 
inherent respect for the truth. Bad-ass Jim Goad believes 
that “working outside of cultural pigeonholes is the only 
way you'll ever get close to the truth.” 


Thanks for listening. 


We, at the Voice 
of Montreal do 
not encourage or 
advocate the 
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production or 
distribution of 
materials which 
run afoul of the 
law. Unpopular 
views must be 
tolerated if free 
speech is to be 
preserved. 
Readers should 
keep in mind that 
this cover story 
does not consti- 
tute an endorse- 
ment of the ideas 
contained in the 
publications 
mentioned. 


The obscure Pretentious Shit 


FUCK: Don’t write FUCK on envelope, write: 
Randall Phillip, Randall Phillip Broadcasting, 
P.O. Box 2217, Philadelphia, PA 19103, U.S.A. 
HATETHYNEIGHBOR: Ash West, P.O. Box 
102343, Denver, CO 802502343, U.S.A. 
MURDER CAN BE FUN: Johnny Marr, P.O. 
Box 640111, San Francisco, CA 94109, U.S.A. 
PRETENTIOUS SHIT: ECLECTIC ENTER- 
PRISES, P.O. Box 22351, Indianapolis, IN 
46222-0351, U.S.A. 

SEWER CUNT: S.H. Kristensen, Godthabsvej]- 
18 A, DK-7400 Herning, DENMARK 
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INTERVIEW 


Youth Violence Hits Montreal!!!!! 


The Fifth Estate’s Victor Malarek on being a street kid in Montreal, the child welfare system and the 
myth of youth violence. by Gavin McInnes 


Victor Malarek grew up on Montreal’s dark 
side in a boy’s home called Weredale. Most of 
the boys he grew up with ended up in jail, dead 
or in biker gangs like Satan’s Choice. On 
Friday, Feb. 26, 1966 a judge gave him a break 
and Malarek began his career as a copy boy for 
Montreal’s Weekend Magazine. He made a 
name for himself researching young person’s 
issues like child abuse and corrupt youth homes 
(to this day Malarek is considered one of the 
leading authorities on the state of Canada’s 
youth). Since then, he has written three books 
(the first “Hey Malarek” became the successful 
film “Malarek”), won the Governor General’s 
Michener award for his work at the Globe and 
Mail and, most recently, become the ballsiest 
host The Fifth Estate has ever seen. I caught up 
with Victor Malarek during a visit to his moth- 
er’s in Ville St. Laurent. 


Tell me about growing up in Weredale? It was in 
Westmount wasn’t it? 


It’s right at the tracks so when you look south you see the 
roof tops of St. Henri, where a lot of the boys came from. 
The irony was we were all stuck in this obscure corner of 
Westmount which put us into the Westmount school sys- 
tem with all these well-off kids who were scared shitless 
of us. 

Most of the teachers would put us into shop classes 
because they just assumed we were going to be their blue 
collar workers and 
not make it to 
University, 
despite the fact 
that a lot of us 
were really bright. 
We couldn’t do 
anything about it 
because we had 
nobody to defend 
us. 


At Weredale the 
only representa- 
tive we ever had 
was some fuck- 
ing social worker 
that put us there 
in the first place 
and then disap- 
peared. Out of 
sight, out of 
mind. So, if you 
got the shit beat- i 
en out of you or © 
were physically 
or sexually abused in the 

boy’s room by staff members, there was nobody you 
could turn to, at all. (Weredale closed down in 1975) 


Would you rather have gone through today’s child 
welfare system? 


Social workers always seem shocked when I say no to 
that question. Sure the system back then was violent, 
physically abusive. It wasn’t mentally abusive. When I 
left the child welfare system you know how thick my file 
was? Two or three pages! Came from a broken home, 
bunch of foster homes listed, that’s it. You have kids now 
with files thicker than a phone book, filled with all kinds 
of labels (brain dysfunction, anti-social, socio-path etc.). 
By the time they leave the system they’ve been so psy- 
chologically fucking abused they think they’re crazy! 


Most of the kids that go into care are there because their 


father was an alcoholic or abusive, or their mother was 
looney tunes or their family situation was so friggin’ dan- 
gerous that they had to get out. When I go to these homes 
across Canada | tell these kids, “there’s nothing wrong 
with you.” The vast majority have nothing wrong with 
them. The parents tell the social workers to get lost so the 
system goes after the kids and says it’s the kid’s fault. 
Then they get some psychiatrist to go inside the kid’s 
head to prove it. 


It bothers me when people mouth phrases like “children 
are our most prescious resource” and “we should do all 
we can to help children out.” This society, to this day, 
dumps on kids. If I was in today’s system I'd never have 
gotten that break because the young offenders court has 
become a place where everyone wants to conquer the 
kid. They bend the rules much less these days and it’s stu- 
pid too because they lose a lot of money being so bureau- 
cratic. All they have to do is spend a bit of time with the 
families, give the kid a friend to shoot the breeze with, 
and give the parents a free babysitter once and awhile. 
I’m not talking rocket science here, simple things. 


After you left Weredale you spent a lot of time in the 
streets of Montreal. What was the status of the gangs 
back then. 

We had gangs. You had a gang on Park Avenue and 
Bernard, a Park X gang, an NDG gang, Point St. Charles. 
You knew who the gangs were and you knew when they 
wanted to rumble. They’d put the word out. “Guess 
who’s down on the corner,” you'd see 15 guys from The 


/ : ae, 
Malarek (left) and the guy who played Malarek from the movie “Malarek” (photo courtesy Telescene Productions). 


Point (Point St. Charles), and you’d know they were 
looking for a fight. They weren’t viscious fights. Mostly 
fists, the odd broken nose but so what? Kids fight. I 
rarely saw a knife pulled or anything like that. Most of 
the time we would just hang out and, ironically, that’s 
what gangs do. 


So, how is being a kid in Montreal different today? 


The only difference is: when kids fight today the police 
immediately charge them. The only statistic that’s gone 
up in the young offender’s crime rate is assault, and the 
only reason it’s gone up is... when I used to get into a 
fight on the street or in the schoolyard the principal 
dealt with it in the school. Now they call the cops and 
when the cops come they immediately charge you as 
opposed to giving you a good scare like they did in my 
day. They used to say “look you little bastard, you don’t 


live around here. If I see you 
around here again I'll kick 
your ass all the way to Point 
St. Charles” and it worked. 


There’s no more youth 
crime today then there was 
back then; there’s just more 
charges being laid. Ma 


arek's 
Malarexy MObiography, 4, 
? ey 


So youth violence is a 
myth. 

Yeah it’s a myth. Fuckin’ 
right it’s a myth. It’s about 
time reporters got off their 
stupid asses and started ask- 
ing cops a few questions. 
When I saw these statistics I 
looked into it and hassled 
the cops until I found out 
what was going on. The 
reporters who talk about the 
“youth crime wave” are just 
mindless stenographers. 
Why is this happening? 
The police are trying to jus- 
tify their existence. They 
want more cars, bigger bud- 
gets and then, all of a sud- 
den, there’s this incredible 
explosion of youth violence. 
BULLSHIT. The kids are 
being charged to invent a 
crime wave that justifies a 
bigger police budget. 


And it’s not crime on television. Sorry, to burst your lit- 
tle bubble everybody. 

It seems to be a big fad in the media right now, “kids 
who kill” and all that. 

Everytime you get a heinous crime like the priest and 
his wife who were murdered by those kids on the West 
Island, it shakes the confidence of the Canadian public 
and everybody focuses in on it. Stats Canada did a sur- 
vey recently that said Canadians were more scared 
today than they were five years ago which makes no 
sense because there’s no difference in the crime rate 
five years ago. In fact, the murder rate has gone down. 
It’s the media that’s to blame for this fear because titi- 
lating the audience sells ads. If it bleeds it leads. 


So, things are much worse for troubled youth today 
but they are fighting back less than ever. When other 
groups get oppressed they fight back proportionate- 
ly so why do the youth keep taking it? 

Because they have no leaders. What scares me is their 
hopelessness and it gets worse every day. They haven’t 
gone to anarchy or mass violence or whatever because 
they’re so docile and there’s no light at the end of the 
tunnel . There used to be a light at the end of the tunnel 
(they had a chance for stable employment) but now, 
even the kids with a normal up bringing are screwed, 
the ones less fortunate than them are completely 
screwed and what they’re doing now is, burying them- 
selves in drugs. It’s their only light. 


That’s depressing. 


(laughs) I’m pretty optimistic about it actually because 
the answer is so simple. All they need is a break. The 
kind of break I had. Take all the money and time they 
put into psychoanalysis and law enforcement and put it 
into finding these kids a good role model. Just let kids 
be kids. 


BHAA S66) ‘AW 


cu) 


backshelf 
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by Miichael Vvvill 


ne of the finest little art- 
creepies which bypassed the 
repertories, to be pushed as 
schlock on the horrror shelves, is Ann 


VIDEO 


WHERE THE FEARS 


OF THE NIGHT 
PURSUE YOU 
Turner’s Celia (1988, branded 
“Celia: Child of Terror!’’) Like 


Victor Erice’s Spirit of the Beehive 
(1972) and Philip Ridley’s The 
Reflecting Skin (1990) it’s about the 
power of suggestion on the mind of a 
child, during a bygone era of suffo- 
cating oppression. Nine-year-old 
Celia’s a born shit disturber at odds 
with her world, in suburban Australia 
of 1957, the year of the rabbit plague. 
It’s the height of Cold War paranoia 
and Celia’s been reared on the beliefs 
of her recently deceased grandma, an 
old Emma Goldman cohort. When a 
socialist family moves in next door 
they become the new objects of 
Celia’s affection, much to the chagrin 
of her boorish father who’s leading a 
neighbourhood red-baiting campaign. 
In the escalating violence between 
Celia’s little gang and the other neigh- 
bourhood kids, acts of guerilla war- 
fare start to verge on attempted mur- 
der. Celia’s disillusionment is final- 
ized when the local government, as 
part of a continental extermination 
program, seizes her beloved pet rab- 
bit. 

It’s definitely no accident that 
Celia, brilliantly played by young 
Rebecca Smart, is the spitting image 
of Patty McCormack in The Bad Seed 
(1956). In this direct contradiction of 
that fabulous, if absurd, tale of genet- 
ically inherited evil, we’re taken step 
by step through a sort of spiritual ero- 
sion that actually breeds evil. Celia 


B won't be defeated by her environment 


and single-mindedly takes to match- 
ing it cruelty for cruelty. We witness 


and-vinegar tomboy to a sadistic bud- 


: her devolvement from a likable, piss- 


>. 


ey 


ding criminal, who establishes her 
dark supremacy over her nasty little 
peers in the horrific final moments. 


In a more pleasant vein, at least 
for the hardened horror fan, there’s 
1989’s__— taut——silittle ~§=©= © screamer 
Grandmother’s House. Modestly 
budgeted and unpretentious, it’s a 
rose in the cesspool of slash-and-stalk 
films, with believable teenage charac- 
ters one actually cares about (as 
opposed to the usual smirky jocks and 
bimbos whose deaths one grows 
bored with cheering on). An emphasis 
on action and suspense outweighs the 
gory highlights. The story starts out 
as a good-natured comedy, when an 
orphaned brother and sister go to live 
with their boisterous yokel grandpar- 
ents on their (dazzingly pho- 
tographed) orange plantation. The 
kids soon discover that these rubes 
aren’t half as harmless as they seem. 
During a hilarious Sunday barbecue 
with their redneck neighbours, the 
grandparents steal away to bludgeon 
a mysterious hippy woman who’s 
been prowling around. Here things 
take a cyclonic mood swing as one 
mad twist leads to the next, and the 
kids are sent running for their lives 
through the orange groves. The deftly 
edited and unbelievably scary chase 
sequence makes one wonder why 
first-time director Peter Rader hasn’t 
been heard from since. As for his cast, 
mostly unknowns with interesting 
faces, the real standout is B-film idol 
Brinke Stevens, here in her first non- 


Be warned: this is one kids film that’s 
made for adults. it packs a powerful sting 
in the tail."” 

‘Brisk narrative is gloriously subverted by 
shades-of-CARRIE horror.”’ 


Celia 


Phe ce 


sexy role. In her anachronistic attire 
she’s the most electrifying play on 
cross-generational phobia since Joan 
Crawford, in her 40s hot tomato drag, 
wielded an axe in 1964’s Straight 
Jacket. 


All films mentioned are at the 
Boite Noire and elsewhere, except for 
Celia and Straight-Jacket, which are 
only at certain Movielands. 


PORTASTATIC Scrapbook E. 

This is the solo vehicle for Mac McCaughan, better known as the bouncy frontman for 

Superchunk. Portastatic is Mac stripped bare musically, usually, but on this double 7”ep, some 

of the material is more fleshed out and full with the help of some musical pals. In the past, 

Portastatic has been Mac and a four track recorder, and that’s about it, so on two of these tracks, 

‘Why Pinch Yourself,’ and especially ‘A bear of chokes,’ it sounds pretty much like a more toned 

down version of Superchunk. 

Yo La Tengo’s Georgia Hubley and Ira Kaplan help out on “St. Mi U Ss i C 

Elmo’s Fire,” a Brian Eno composition, though I have no idea if it’s 

tied in to that brat pack film of the same name. I always thought 

Portatstatic was a way for Mac to work out his New Zealand-isms, given his appreciation for 

bands like the Mad Scene and the Bats, and this track seems like the perfect example. This song 

gets somewhat of a tall dwarves-like makeover and is the best thing on this EP, with it’s bouncy 

space keyboard effect and acoustic shuffling. “My Favourite Sound” harkens more to older 
Portastatic material, with it’s distinguishing drum machine and 
electric guitar that sounds exactly like it’s supposed to when you 
hook it up to a four track. I like how his four tracking sounds 
more bubbly than most lo-fi outings that are out there, proving 
you can get a lot out those four knobs with little creativity and 
ingenuity. This is probably a must for Superchunk-ers, if only for 
the reason that it’s always interesting to hear how certain ideas 
are fleshed out during the creative process. There’s a certain inti- 
macy that’s achieved on four tracks that’s rarely captured in a stu- 
dio. 

(Merge P.O. Box 1235 Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514) 

GO-KART ‘Lighthouse/Summertime’ (Jamboree/Magnatone) 

A mini-pop revolution still seems to be going strong down in Los Angeles, spearheaded by the 

likes of that dog and the wonderfully new wave Charles Brown Superstar. The latest entry is 

from Go-Kart, a quintet who seem to share the same pop aesthetics as the above mentioned bands, 

and take it to a different level. Soothing is probably the best way to describe this single. 

‘Lighthouse’ tip-toes a long quietly, and would sound best with the lights turned way down. The 

guitar reverberates gently while male/female vocals send you spiraling down softly. This song has 

a chilling and warm effect at the same time. The B-side of ‘Summertime’ is the George Gershwin 

classic worked over in the same manner. Go-Kart remind me of Bongwater’s quieter, finer 

moments. The young marble giants meets the twin peaks soundtrack would describe this as well. 

I generally dislike drawing reference points in order to describe a band. However, it’s justifiable 

here in order to explain what kind of territory Go-Kart occupy. Which is mighty fine territory by 

the way. 

(Jamboree/Magnatone P.O. Box 2576 El Segundo, CA 90245) 


Russ Meyer’s Lorna, Vixen, Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill!, and Up! MegaVixens, Ultravixen, 
Supervixen (Normal Records/Cargo) 

So you like to think of yourself as a breast man/woman, huh? Well you ain’t shit compared to Russ 
Meyer. This man has been putting mammarian proturberances on celluloid before you were even 
suckling on your mother’s bosom. 

The German company Normal have just come out with two C.D.’s of Russ’ finest film moments. 
The first C.D. covers Lorna, Vixen, and Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill! and the second, Up! 
Megavixens, Beneath the Valley of the Ultra Vixens and Supervixens. The music portion is likened 
to more of an action-adventure soundtrack than a typical wah-wah pedal laden porno soundtrack 
and really doesn’t do the trick 
for me, save for “Run Pussy 
Cat” from Faster, Pussycat! 
Kill! Kill!, which sounds uncan- 
nily like the Butthole Surfers. 
The real treat found here is the 
incredible monologues taken 
from the films. Monologues in 
a pomo you say? Well, I wouldn’t 
really call any of these films 
pornography. Sexploitation sure, 
but Russ’ films seem to touch 
upon fun more than titillation. 
That’s why they still stand up 
today. 

These well-packaged C.D.’s 
also come with two 28-page 
booklets of some of the stills 
from the movies as well as 
some never released behind- 
the-camera shots. The price 
might be a little extravagant. But seeing as it is a German import, they’re definitely worth it and I’m 
sure they’ll be hard to find in about a year. 

As the world’s breast director (sic) éxplained to ANSWER Me!’s Jim Goad (see cover story) in a 
rare interview, “I have a unique genre that is strictly Russ Meyer. No one else is in that genre, and 
it’s strictly mine and mine alone. My films just don’t die.” And with the excitement surrounding 
these C.D.’s, it looks like they’ll just get bigger and bigger...and bigger. 

NEXT ISSUE: CRAD KILODNEY’S ON-THE-STREET-TAPES! 


Hunting Mice 


hings have gone too 

far. I tried pretending 

they were pets. I tried 

pretending they had a 
right to be there. I tried to be 
patient, but none of this tidied up 
the expanding piles of shit pep- 
pered all over my kitchen. If they 
poo, they must also pee. You only 
know it’s there because the entire 
kitchen smells like a urinal. Who 
knows how many times I’ve 
dumped piss clotted sugar into 
my coffee, completely ignorant of 
the malicious plot these horrid 
creatures were mounting against 
me. I’m onto them. They’ ll try to 
infect as much of my food as pos- 
sible until I die face first in my 
tainted oatmeal. Then, they will 


CITY 


One of the author's unfortunate victims 


come out and feast upon my 
remains until there is nothing left 
but bones. Their trophy of my 
hideous defeat. 


Well I'm not going to let them 
win. Take a from 
Machiavelli readers- strike first 
with no mercy and there can be 
no survivors or else they'll recu- 
perate and regroup, inspired with 
the fury of revenge. So, to date 
there are 20 dead, and I’ve sent 
one on a Gulag. 


lesson 


Before I clued into what was 
going on, I would stroll ignorant- 
ly into the kitchen and casually 
whisk away the brown pellets, the 
whole time wondering what the 
hell they were and where they 
came from. It didn’t even occur to 
me it was shit. Once, I caught one 
rustling in my garbage bin, and 
curiosity consumed me. I 
pounced on. the.bin, and quickly 
tied‘a knot irr the bag- I lifted the 


bag and shook it like a paint 
mixer until the mouse plopped 
into one of the bottom corners. I 
swiftly put my foot down to block 
its way, leaving a small triangular 
cell where I could observe my 
catch patiently. It’s little heart 
was heaving underneath its dirty 
grey coat. The eyes looked like 
two turgid balls of caviar search- 
ing in vain for a way out. I also 
noticed how cute they were. 
Exhalted by the thrill of the hunt, 
1 thoughtlessly picked up the 
hammer that lay on the table 
beside me, leant down, and blud- 
geoned_ the beast’s head four 
times with steady, sober strokes. 


Since then, I have graduated from 
a flustered murderer, to a cold and 
calculating killing machine. The 
hammer has been exchanged for 
a BB gun, and the war is in full 
swing. 


Gi 


Last week an innocent baby 
mouse scurried into my bathroom 
not realizing I was there. | 
thought, “Might as well dispose 
of him before he matures;’ such is 
the tragedy of war. 
his getaway in the wall and 
fetched my gun from the kitchen. 
Walking back towards the bath- 
room | fired a shot near him to 
instill panic and confusion. 
Stupidly, I had forgotten to 


‘reload, and suddenly the odds 


were in his favour. I cursed 
myself as I ran back into the 
kitchen for BBs. Awkwardly, I 
popped open the pellet container 
spilling ball bearings everywhere. 
I had lost my cool. Both mouse 
and I were frenzied from battle. 
While recomposing myself, I 
spotted him behing the drainpipe. 
Hastily, a few rounds were loaded 
and I took a shot to flush him out. 
Instantly he zipped off behind the 
trash can in the corner. With a 


I sealed off 


By Eric Digras 


smirk, I removed the can, took a 
step back and pulled the trigger. 
During the time it took the BB to 
leave the chamber and hit the 
wall, the speedy mouse was 
already resting behind the drain- 
pipe again. With Terminator 
accuracy, I tagged his protruding 
leg. Taking my time, I reloaded 
and locked on the limping mouse. 
Splat, a clean and deadly blow to 
the side of the skull. The entire 
body went rigid and rolled over 
four times until the exploded 
corpse came to rest at my feet. 
Aesthetically, it was a beautiful 
kill because each time he rolled 
over, the open wound would 
leave a big red blotch on the bath- 
room tile. 


Sorry if all this offends you, but 
these rodents are a threat to my 
well-being. One cannot co-exist 


with mice 
‘q healthily. They 
must be 


destroyed; 
there’s no other 
option. “You 
can’t win against 
those guys” says 
local farmer 
Markus 
Saunders. “I’ve 
even dyed their 
tails and dumped 
them down the 
road to see if 
they come back. 
The little bas- 
tards were find- 
ing my _ farm 
from three km 
away.” OK, so 
kill them. Most 
of the 70 exter- 
minators here in 
Montreal receive 
two to three calls 
a day for mice. 
That’s around 70 000 visits a year 
at $150 a pop. If you haven’t got 
the money, I suggest taking up 
arms yourself. 


photo:Steve Legari 


Anyway, the war rages on; but, I 
can proudly say that, since I 
began hunting mice, shit no 
longer festoons my counter space. 
My kitchen smells normal and my 
fruit bowl is found every morning 
unharmed. There are no bites 
from an apple and no more gutted 
cucumbers. Things are under con- 
trol for now. 


The author is presently under- 
going diagnosis for the Rodent 
Virus . A serious condition that 
is contracted from breathing 
air infected by dehydrated 
mouse fecal particles. 
Symptoms are: muscle cramps 
and aches, bronchial irritation, 
fatigue and flu-like symptoms. 


CKUT 90.3 fm has moved... 


tel: 514/ 398-6787 fax: 514/398-8261 
Please honor your pledge 
Plenty of prizes still available 
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VOICE LISTINGS ARE FREE! FAX: 842-5647 
OR WRITE: CHERYL BIRD, VOICE OF MONTREAL, GET OUT’, 
STE 20, 275 St-JACQUES, MONTREAL, Qc H2Y 1M9 


Punk Rock Mayhem with the Space 
Shits, Maury Povitch 3 (last chance to 
see them til fall) and I.0.P. At Key 
West, 3884 St Denis. $2. 


23 & 24 May 
Loketo with Arlus Mabele, hailed as 
the biggest Soukouss from Zaire, pre- 
sented by Nuits D’Afrique, advance 
tickets $12, $15 at the door. Club 
Balattou, 4372 St Laurent. Info: 845- 


5447. 
28 MAY 


Moby, the etherial trans-dance-techno 
master at Club Soda, 8pm. advance 
tickets $12.50, at the door $16.50. 
Info: 270-7848 


29 MAy 
Brave Old World, Yiddish vocal 
music of Eastern Europe from the 
Middle Ages to the ‘20s is “hot again!” 
The Kallah Festival Includes this 
“schmaltz-free” group. Spectrum, 
8:30 pm. Info: 735 3541. 


8 JUNE 
Method Man with his old crew Wu 
Tang Clan as special guests, and Sunz 
of Man. Spectrum. Tickets $19.50 
Doors open at 8pm. Info: Ebony and 
Ivory 935-6850, Chin Phat 284-6281. 


CSL rs 
FEA ES 
19 May 
Rawnch with Nubian Sistaz. Raw, 
overbitch. Something to sink your 
teeth into Fridays. Funky beats with 
Djs Santo Palacios and Mike Ionas + 
guests. Harlida’s.16 Ontario W. Free 
before midnight with flyer + specials. 


20 May 
Call jungle JUNGLE for the 
Horizons location. An East Coast Dj 
smorgasbord. Tickets $18 advance, 
$22 at the door. Info: 849-9123. 


now 2 locations 


752 Atwater 
2188 de Maisonneuve W 


938-2082 
TEL: 935-KING 


21 May 

Wild & Wet all night 
dance party Victoria Day 
weekend featuring Djs 
Robert Ouimet and 
Carlos Pertuz from NYC 
at Metropolis. Info: 
Montreal Bad Boy Club 
875-7026. 


Rythm Factory, 5 Djs 
pumping some phat beats in da house 
Playground!296 Amherst. 12pm- 
10am. $15 


24 MAY 
HardCore Crew in a Heavy Groove 
down at DIVA. Miguel + guest Dj 
every Wednesday. 3481 St Laurent, 


282-6644. 
28 MAY 


Glamour, it can’t be bought. But bor- 
rowed, stolen? Mochasheena and res- 
ident Dj Bettina + guests at DIVA 
every other Sunday. 


3 JUNE 
got the Stamina! Cross continental 
Djs take you on a 12 hour journey into 
sound. Tickets $18, $22 at the door. 
Crazy Productions info center: 663- 
1261. 


oD Ie Pe ond et a 


2 JUNE 
Corpusse, Angry White Mob, 
Goldfish, The Umbrellas and Mobster 
Syndicate pitch in to help the Phoenix 
Cafe stay afloat. Tickets: $5 adv./$6 
door; get them at the Pheonix 3901 St- 
Laurent. 


19 To 20 May 


Drag theatre troupe Children of a 
Looser God presents an extravaganza 
Broadway or Bust with special guest 
Geraldine Doucet at Le Theatre 
National, 1220 St-Catherine St. E. all 
proceedes to Aids Community Care 
Montreal. Box office and info: 521- 
0025. 


FD FAIL AT FOIE 


30 May TO JUNE 4 
I Was Looking at the Ceiling and 
Then I Saw the Sky directed by Peter 
Sellars is part of the Festival de 
Théatre des Amériques a festival of 
theatre from the americas; a musical 


about love literature and Los Angeles- 


in the XXIst century. Monument- 
National, 1182 St-Laurent. 


18 May To 11 JUNE 


The Search For Signs of Intelligent 
Life in the Universe, originally 
written for Lily Tomlin, is the season 
finale at the Centaur, with Marianne 
Copithorne. 288-3161. 


24 May TO 6 JUNE 
Festival de Théatres des 
Amériques, innovative theatre from 


Restaurant A 
BASHA BASHA 


Sand. Plate 
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Shawarma 
Shish Taouk 
Grillades Basha 
Kafta Kebeb 
Brochette de Poulet 
Shish Kebeb 
Basha Vegetarian 
Makanek 

Foul Moudamas 
Plat du jour 
Special Falafel 


SUPER 


Lebanese Pizza 


CONTEST 


Send a List of the top 10 
reasons to eat at Billy’s and 
you could win 50 wings 


<yvm<—-rmo 


Kenafa with chese 


2140 Guy 
oe 4) 932-6682 
uffet Sundays 


Monthly Special - Falafels 


10 % Discount 
with this 
coupon 


P Fringe 


festival montréal 


cores DUTT) & sen — Ce) te reer et net 


theatre, music, 
dance and more 
from noon to 
midnight every 
day! 


Fringe Hotline: 


849-FEST 


all over the world. Particularly inter- 
esting is a puppet show performed on 
the water by a troupe from Viet Nam. 
Look out for the free festival guide on 
the street. 


PAIN COTE 


18 To 28 MAy 


Isis presents Jo Lechay in her latest 
one-woman show Augusta, a fusion 
of dance and live painting inspired by 
four generations of women, at Theatre 
La Chapelle, 843-7738. 


vendor nearest you! 
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26 MAY 


Woman from all regions of Quebec 
will participate in a Woman’s March 
against Poverty: Bread and Roses, 
ending at the National Assembly of 
Quebec City June 4. Departure time: 
9:30 a.m. (after the show) corner of 
Berri and St-Catherine Info:948-1994. 


11 May TO 3 JUNE 
Access Stornaway Gallery’s latest 
show TEXTure on The Net. View the 
virtual gallery at their web-site 
http://www. vir.com/~sarial/texture.ht 


22 May TO 2 JULY 


Mathieu Beauséjour spreads the 
Survival Virus to Quartier Ephemere, 
16 Prince. Vernissage 22 May, Spm. 
Info: 392-1554. 


26 TO 28 May 


Photographer Kim Loevrick likes his 
ground hot and his body naked. His 
latest works at the artist-run Aigu 
Gallery, 7255 Alexendra ste 103. 
Vernissage May 26, 8pm. Hours 12- 
6pm. Tel 278-6087. 
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1202 St-Catherine 
Street West 
/Drummond 

(514) 393-3970 
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RECYCLED CLOTHES 
GO-GO DISCO FUNKY 
SEVENTIES SHOES 


151 MT-ROYAL EST, MTL H2T 1P2 
TEL: 499-3929 


Calliope Productions presents 


ther Muses 


in association with : 


sad 


-A women's reading serics hosted by Julic ‘Crysler- 
a 


Featurins: 
VICTORIA STANTON 
ZOE WHITTALL 


Photo: Steve Legari 
’ Photo: Steve Legari 


> 
Lisa Martin, Lawra Killam, 
VUmmni Khan, Dana Bath 
& 
Sonja SKARSTEDT 


Maury Povitch 3’s singer is presently using his Melissa recently left with Grim Skunk on their 
porn name “Manzoor Moyen" (to discover your European tour and didn’t come back. 

porn name add your middle name to your street 

name). 
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Bed & Brealtast check t e tinch ($14 


: 2inch [4 $25 VOICE of Montreal 
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classifieds | im? 3% HOY INS 
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You first heard her voice on the 
Cool Runnings soundtrack, now 
experience Diana King’s debut 
release TOUGHER THAN LOVE, 
featuring the hit single 


“SHY GUY” 


Also featured on the cool soundtrack 
BAD BOYS including Xscape, Inner 
Circle, MN8, The Notorious B.1.G., Ini 
Kamoze, Babyface, Da Brat 

and many more... 


| PROMOTION ENDS MAY 
COMPLEXE DESJARDINS ¢ GALERIES LAVAL 


